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One 


They were fucking drunk and wasted and high, every last one of them, even the new guys. | stood backstage 
and | saw a funny look in their eyes, their bloodshot, wasted eyes. 


"Are you guys ready?" | said. They didn't look ready, but | was two hours late. | could hear the crowd chanting 


things, things that sounded like "bullshit". They were right, but sometimes | just couldn't go on when | was 
supposed to, | couldn't do it. 


Indiana was so fucking boring. | swung my legs on the swing, feeling the cold chain in my hands. Izzy was rolling 
a joint, his head bend down over it, his eyes focused on it. 


"Here," he said, handing it to me. | stopped swinging and took it, lit it and inhaled, and the black smoke filled my 


lungs until | couldn't breathe, and then | couldn't stop coughing, the violent hacks that doubled me over. Izzy 
laughed. 


She was so beautiful, so beautiful. | thought that even as | wanted to kill her. 


"Axl, no, stop, please, Axl.." Begging me to stop, cowered down and pulled into herself, her hair falling over the 
floor. The thing was, | couldn't stop. It was out of my control. | felt her entire body tense up when | hit her. 


"Goddamn you son of a bitch!" This house was unfamiliar, but that voice wasn't. Mommy. 
"You took him, | know he's here, you sick son of a-" 


She stopped talking when he hit her. In some way, some strange way | knew he was my father but | hated him. 


He hurt me, too. 


"IIl call the cops, Bill, you asshole, what did you do to him?" she said, and she didn't see me yet. | was in the 


other room. 


| stared at my face in the hotel mirror. Puffy. My eyes were all squinted up, the stupid face lift from 10 
years ago still pulling them up at the corners. What was | thinking? That I'd be young again, or look young 
again? My hair was shorter now, the red so faded it was nearly blond, and it curled at the edges. Still, | 
wrapped a red bandana around my forehead. It was a trademark now. A brand. Guns N' Roses. Classic rock. 


Fuck me. 


In the lobby there was a small sea of fans, nothing like it was back in the late 80's, early 10's. The heyday. A 
pretty girl came up to me and | tried to guess her age. Early 30's? Mid-30's? It was hard to tell. 


"Axl, Axl," she said, calling out to me, and that note of sad reverence caught my attention It always did. | 
turned to her and smiled behind my sunglasses. She touched my sleeve. 


‘I've been listening to you since | was nine," she said, her eyes glistening. | closed my eyes for a moment. It 
meant so much to her, | could see that. And wasn't that what | had wanted in some way? Those songs had 


meant so much to me, too. 
‘I'm sorry," | said, joking with her. Don't worship me. Kill your idols. 


"IIl do it for you," This girl, she was so fucking pretty. Barbie. Like a doll. Her black hair framed her pale white 
face, red lips, big doe eyes. | reached out and touched her hair. | was sitting in a metal fold out chair, wearing 


jeans and nothing else. She tied my belt around my bicep, pulling it tight with her teeth. | watched my veins 


bulge from the pressure, all the blood stopped up in them. | wasn't afraid of the needle. | wasn't afraid of 
anything. 


"Ready?" she said, looking up at me from between my legs. | could feel the tattered rug beneath my heels. | 
leaned back and felt the cold metal of the chair against my back 


"Yeah," | said, the word a whisper. | was ready. 


The sudden sharp slap to the back of my head made me angry and | felt it blazing in my eyes, but my dad 
was angrier, and | became afraid. He glared at me and quoted some bullshit scripture at me and | took off 
down the hall to my room, but he was faster. The belt came out of the belt loops quick, and | cringed and got 
as close to the wall as | could, but it didn't make a difference. It came down on me over and over, and | could 


feel my brother and sister's eyes on me as | struggled not to cry. 


It was a trashy club on the edge of the Sunset Strip and it was filled with our girlfriends and one of Duff's 
brothers and that was about it. | didn't care. These songs burned inside of me, the scream came from the pit 


of my stomach, and | grabbed the microphone like it might come alive and bite me. 


